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Will it pay the costs of my men or yours
To harry the homesteads of German boors ?
Have we cause for pride in our feats of arms
When we plunder the   peasants   or  sack   the

farms?

I tell thee, Rudolph of Rothenstein,
That were thy soldiers willing as mine,
And I sole leader of this array,
I would give Prince Otto battle this day.
Dost thou call thy followers men of war ?
Oh, Dagobert! thou whose ancestor
On the neck of the Caesar's offspring trod,
Who was justly surnamed * The Scourge of God.'
Yet in flight lies safety.    Skirmish and run
To forest and fastness; Teuton and Hun,
From the banks of the Rhine to the Danube's

shore,

And back to the banks of the Rhine once more;
Retreat from the face of an armed foe,
Robbing garden and henroost where'er you go,,
Let the short alliance betwixt us cease,
I and my Norsemen will go in peace !
I wot it never will suit with us,
Such existence, tame and inglorious ;
I could live no worse, living single-handed.
And better with half my men disbanded.

Rudolph

Jarl Osric, what wouldst thou have me do ?
'Gainst Otto's army our men count few;
With one chance of victory, fight, say 1I
But not when defeat is a certainty.
If Rudiger joins us with his free-lances,
Our chance will be equal to many chances;
For Rudiger is both prompt and wary,
And his men are gallant though mercenary;
But the knave refuses to send a lanoe
Till half the money is paid in advance.
Q